















Sound asleep beneath a tree, 
snoozed a chipmunk family. 
All winter they had napped, 
and nibbled -nibbled and 
napped— for they had stored 
plenty of food :—a quart of 
nuts , a peck of acorns, two 
uaa of wheat, corn, grass 
see 










Wikio 6 
SA Milind 
But as they heard the croaking of the 


‘She chipmunks knew that spring had 
frogs and the singing of the birds — come. Mother Chipmunk. arose fest. 
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AND NOW, DEAR CHILDREN, 


We Hair-ratsing — ae WELCOME "0 PREHISTORIC 














PETERKIN POTTLE! 

YOU ARE ASLEEP 

AGAIN ! SHAME 
ON YOU ! 











WITH RECEDING CHIN. LOW )] cz 
FOREHEAD AND eS 
STOOPED FOR- 2 {lg 
WARD, HE LOOKED 


Kenn in 





















NEANDERTHAL MAN--- 


THERE WAS THE 
PEKING MAN-- THE 
THE --- 











NOW, ,CHILOREN,. | | I SAID FAY 
LET US PAY ATTENTION, 
ATTENTION, *| f My, PETERICINS AT. 

PLEASE é G POTTLE! 





RA #35 ~ 494 





PREHISTORIC ANIMALS WERE 
HUGE IN BODY, BUT SMALL IN 


BRAIN | 














DINOSAURS LAID FOSS 
CHILDREN , GREAT, BIG EGGS. 


























STOP DRAGGING ME BY THE - MOUNT HORSE ! POTTLEMAN 
HAIR, YOU BIG, WONDERFUL TAKE YOU TO HIS CAVE! 





CAVE MAN. TLL FOLLOW 
YOU WILLINGLY | 














ISN'T IT THRILLING ? 
OH, YOU WONDER— 4 
FUL POTTLEMAN.& 











PETERKIN POTTLE! GOOD ) _ 
GRACIOUS | AND HE TOO! 
PAM, WHAT AM T. 

GOING TO DO 2) 


























THE ACCOON COAT, 
GET OFF THAT THING 
AND COME DORN 


~ 
Se 


HEY, YOU, UP THERE IN 




































NOW, LOOK HERE, YOUNG MAN, THIS 
STREET IS FOR VEHICULAR TRAFFIC 
ONLY. TAKE THIS LIZAPD:OF YOURS 
AND GO BACK TO YOUR CAVE! 


KEEP NOUG SHIRT ON, 
OFFICER, T WAS 
GETTING BACK INTO _ 

THE STO! 


[J UALA- BUHLA, 
AS WE SAY IN 
UNLA=BUHLA ! 


OFFICES, \ 
PREHISTORIC F 


















BUHL AL 
HEN, WHAT AM! 
I SAYING ¢ 








BACKOOLA- OOBLE DONG; DONG, 
FAM, TAHUWAWA ! 


SPEAK ENGLISH, 
POTTLEMAN ! 





Weer HERE WE 


I WAS SAVING WE'LL 
BE IN STONE AGE = 
LAND INA SIFFY! 5 
So ——— Bee Lk LIKE NOUNS 
Le 12 AE ! 


ULL SIGNAL THE 
FOUKS I'M BACK ! 











WAHOOCHY ? WAHOOCHY ? COLA COLA! 


TOP THAT ! 
LL. THEM 


BOY, AM I STARYED. 
1 COULD & ae 


N 


POOHLA, POOHLA! CHA: CH 
—_——— Meee 


DONT. MIND THEM, PAM . THEY'VE, 
NEVER SEEN A DRESS. 


THEY'RE JUST 


CURIOUS. 


CHOMP, GHOMP, USE YOUR, FINGERS, 
CHOMP CHOMP !} 


DISGUSTING ! T SHALL 
NOT DO ANYTHING OF 
THE KIND, AFTER ALL 
TAM NOTA GAVE , 

é Glee! 


POTTLE / 
2.0-0-O-TTLES 





/ POTTLE (S 
POT LE fs vs 


50 YOu 

WANT TO > 

PLAY ROUGH, 
EH 2 


VY dust A BIT OF JUDO 2 PICKED 
UP, NOTHING TO IT ! 


W, 
Corrie 
WOOT TWAS, 





[Tt THINK WE HAVE * 
LEARNED ENOUGH 
FOR TODNY. 1S 

/ EVERYBODY 

PRESENT 2 








THERE SEEMS PW PEtTEeKIN POTTLE LC] |: OH, BEAR. WHERE IS 
TO BE ONE ISN'T HERE, TEACHER. xT BOY 2 LET'S GO 
MISSING £ oa Se HIM, 


BETCHA HE'S GONE CHILDREN ! 
7 HOME , TEACHER. 
WE'LL ‘FIND 


HIM, MiSs 
MURPHY ! 








HAME ON YOU, YOU MISSED HUMPH, MUSEUM STUFF, WOMAN, 
EVERYTHING. IT WAS SO YOU DON'T REALIZE ST, Youre 
TALICING TOA REAL CAVE MAN, 


PETERKIN For Tey 
YOU SLAN ME! 








AND HIS 
FRIENOS 














Colors, bright and pretty ones, 

Are mixed in litte z 

\) Bright designs are painted on 
Wy, With lots of polka dots. 


but the egg became excited, 
And with 2 lusty crack! 
There appeared two angry 
chickens , 
One in front, and one in back. 


Each Easter, Egbert 

and lis friends, 
Arrange an éaster show. 
They gather eggs from 
al! about, _ 

And then to work they go 


Of course, there's. sorme- 

¥ times trouble, 

* As when Benjamin began 
To paintione as 8 China 
doll, 
Complete with tiny fan. 








WE_SHOULON'T GO ANY FARTHER, 
‘ANDY OR WE'LL GET TO WHERE THE 
WICKED WITCH LIVES. 


I_DON'T GIVE A HOOT ABOUT 
THE OLE WITCH, NOT A HOOT. 








NOW, ANDY, DON'T TELL ME YOU DON'T, 


GIVE K HOOT FOR A HOOT OWL ! 





PS wSee CHEE ecu 
. OH BOY, ITS AN 
AIRPLANE ¢ 








whittle 








ITS A TWO-SEATER | 
JUST THE SIGHT 
SIZE FOR Us’. 


IT'S COT ALITTLE 
CARD ATTACHED. 








TT SANS, 


“FOR, RAGGEDY ANN 
AND ANDY !* 








WHO COULD HAVE. 
PUT IT HERE FOR Us. 
NOBODY KNEW WHERE 

- WE WERE 

















NO_ MORE HOOTS 
REMEMBER 7 










ALL RIGHT, BUT 

LETS Tey THE 

LITTLE PLANE, 
HUH 2 











CANNOUFLY )/BET IT'S EASY. SEE 
A, PLANE, THERE'S A ICNOB THAT| 
ANDY ? SAYS up AND THERES) 
ONE THAT SAYS 
DOWN ! 


PLEASE BE 


Vente L, ANDY! 





BOY, AMT A PLOTS 


WATCH OUT FOR 
THOSE BRANCHES. 





OH, AWRIGHT, T'LL PULL THE 
KNOB THAT SAYS DOWN . _/ 








IT'S THE PLANE--IT's TZ 
ONLY A STICK 
~ NOW ! 














HOLD ON, ANN, 
JUST HOLD ON! 





















i 


IT'S THE BAD WITCH'S BEOOM 
( WE'RE RIDING ON, T KNOW! 


















AND IT BRINGS US TO 
THE WITCH'S HOUSE. 


m\ 





GET & MOVE ON, MY MISTRESS 


IS WAITING. 











WELL OONE, MY FAITHFUL 
SERVANT. HEH, HEH,.NICE 
LITTLE CHILDREN, HEH, HEH. 














THEY WILL MAKE NICE LITTLE PETS, 
OR SHALL 1 BAT THEM ? WHAT DO YOU 
THINK, MY FAITHFUL BROOM # 


(AT THEM, THEY LOOK TASTY 
‘ ANDSI HAVE HEARD 
THEY HAVE 
HEARTS OF 











HEH, HEH, HEH | METHINKS T'LL 
Im) EICST. I CAN STILL 


MAKE PETS OF THEM 


EAT THEM LATER IF 
T HAVE A MIND TO. 











NOW LET ME THINIC. THE LITTLE GifeL 
WOULD MAKE A Maat ae LAMB. THE 
Boy, NOW gsi tapas ee 
















YOU WON'T TURN ME 
INTO ANYTHING 
AND ANN NEES i 


STOP/ OR TLL HINGE 
HE TURN YOU 
INTO A PIG J 



















babs HEH, HAR RAVEN: HAD A 


ITTLE 
HUNDREDS OF ERS! 
pity A t Ze, HE F 





HEH, 











MAGIC Eman DO 
Your Trict —~—— 

















HEH, HEH, epee Te CANES. 


oe 
DON'T Neu eee 























FOLLOW ME, ANN 
QUEKLY! « 











THEN CANNOT HAVE RUN FAR. 
WE SHALL CATCH 
THEM AND THEN I 
SHALL EAT 
THEM, 





WELL HIRE & 
HERE B 
PSST. Beat: - 


IGHT_ 











Now, Pe INTO 
THE HOU 
QUIEN ! 















OH, ANDY, THEN 
WHAT ARE WE 
GOING TO DO? Y 





NOW, QUICKLY, MAIKE_A 
FIE INTHE IPE EL ACE 
SO SHE CAN'T COME 
BACKS THROUGH 
THE CHIMNEN | 




















T MUST FIND THE MAGIC 


ANDY, WHAT ARE NOU 
TO UNWITCH US 


GOING TO DO = 
7 DON'T 


CRY, ANN, EVERY- 
THING Wilt Be Be ALL 


















il e 
St: SH-HERE IT IS -- || & BIT.OF THIS AND 
THINS | eo A DOSE OF 




















STI WELL AND ADD MAGIC POTION DO YOUR THICK 
AN OUNCE OF THIS NO MORE LAMB, NO MORE Fi 
PEM AND A DOSE OF, 

















ANDY, YOU ARE) | BUT, WHAT APE WE GOING 
SO CLEVER! TO OO WHEN ne WITCH 
COMES BACIC 2 


THAT'S WHAT 
I'M FIXING NOW ! 














THEN “TRICKED ME! THEY ARE Ny 
THE HOUSE ! HA, BUT I WILL <e 
GET EVEN WITH Tt re 

DOWN THE CHI 












Sete 











KERCHOO, PAEDON) 
ME, MADAM | 





IT WAS ALL 
YOure FAULT FOr 
LEAVING THE DOOR 

OPEN -LKERCHOO ! 











)..- AND. IF NOU HAD EXTEN THOSE 


CHILDREN: RIGHT AWAY, IT WOULDN'T 


HAVE HAPPENED EITHER ! 








FROM NOW ON 7 ) 
ABRA-/KAZOOM | 

















PLEASE LET ME IN. IMA POOR i OH, YOU_POOR WOMAN. * 
WOMAN WHO HAS Hi WAIT JUST ONE MOMENT 
WAX IN THE WOODS. I UNTIL I TAKE Be BAR 


STARVED, , yy OFF THE DOOR! 





















OPEN THE DOOR 
Cee ruten 


ANN, At 
Bane 
HIND IT. 






HEH, HEH, HEH, NOW 
I'VE GOT YOU! 












MAGIC POTION DO 

YOUR TRICK, TURN 

THE WITCH INTO 
A STICKS! 











PT WONDER WHAT \/ I DON'T OWE 
HAPPENED TO. A HOOT ! 
HER BROOM q 











det me handlé this.Im g 


an old walk-mopper 
from way back. | ~ 


enough work heré 
both of us. 


HEY! Thats no wa 
to mop a walk! 


AHmm-m! Jemperature 
normal. Right. amount 
of water. These suds 


You go eround to. the 
back of the house. 9'// 
fish up here. — 


See you 
fater{ 





We Brownies aré 
50 iIndusTrIOUS. 5 


eee) How can I work with alf As a matter of fact, the hairs 
(these interruptions. Ima} on this mop are too long. A 
Master cratts/nan wher it master craftsman 's tools 
‘ comes to mopping ---Vvery 


must .be pertect 
temperamental. - 


Where are Jo see Cippo, 


we 1 the barber. Hel! . is ol: Ge 77. Nee BR 
¢ ; A ? WZ 6 
we GF A 8 as 0QY 1701 





Maybe we ought to.cut kets just leave it- here | 91! swing it 
oursélvé: zi! Cligpe comes back. | into range! 
He'll do it much better. 


Clippo might not 

drop around tor a 

couple of years. Lets tHhINGS. 

take a nap while sort Of 
were waiting. i 


Ive had this here same 60 ahead, Clizpo, | Hold it. 9 see there 
Leard tor 65 yéars,man fs someone ahead 
and boy, waiting for you 


to show, 
up: 





ash! Idont| | How leng have|\ 9 asked you a question namely: 
WwW. I How long have you been waiting 
tke @ shine? 


Ahead of me, 2 lon 
dt 0D 
Sears and would you li 


‘possible. Ive. 0} 
been waiting 65 Gene. vo ask waiting ? 
Gas TOr CS 177 ! 
Gravel How /ong’s \ Wie oe 
= 


Sa 
A: 


he been watts 79 ? 


POP ee LE 

a ie) 

Mike fae o9 “oe at him and es 
you'll see why! 


He is starved and (ts Hold ons Sees 


Egan! Hes skinny asabroom . 
oh Bot be oe A ee Suet Pave a 
im waiting too long, V7] ve, 
= 7 Uittle snack tucked | 


handle, guess he 
; j away in my beard. 





Yop! Here's something, 
ham on ryé, 


Wel/ have to operate! Aya, Clippo! Have 
iy, Hiihedt el? 
’ 44 at ey 


wich oa rye 
bread. g 


Gee, Jim sorry. ] why 
Is there any , ruined tt, now we don't J 9 should have 
way J can make \ might soften \ \ he 

(6 up to you Lc 


Another Personally, Im glad you {9 don't see 
sandwich Be We 2 Ms U 
ave to mop. until i ay for your 
grows Back in wgain! \ “irhetbbes.1 5 


DY the blow! 
for ruining 


gour Mop e 
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Stuffins ran toward the woods, 
barking. “He must be in there,” 
thought the puppy, “and I’m going to 
find him!” 7 i 

Only a few minutes earlier, his 
friend, Bobby, had gone off to school, 
and Stuffins hadn’t been able to thirik 
of anything exciting to do. The other 
animals on the farm were either too 


busy or too dignified to romp with the’ 


puppy So,‘as he lay dozing on the 
grass, Stuffins had been longing for a 
playmate. ‘ 

Suddenly, his wish was’ answered. 
There, huddling néar his back paws, 
was a strange little furry animal! He 
seemed like a quiet little fellow... . 
and evidently, he was timid . -. . be- 
cause the moment that Stuffins started 
to move, he had run away. 

Stuffins was so anxious to find a play- 
mate, that he dashed’ into the woods 
in search of him. As Stuffins trudged 
along, he kept repeating to. himself, 
“He must be in the forest somewhere. 
I'm sure he doesn’t live on the farm.” 

Soon, Stuffins came to the little 
brook that pushed bravely through the 
darkest part of the forest. The puppy 
went over and peered into the water. 
“Have you seen my friend?” Stuffins 
asked the brook. ; 

From the side of the gurgling brook, 
a hoarse voice answered, 


2 . ~ 


“Grum Chum!:Come Come! 
What Chum? 

Want me to help you some? 

That brook can only sing 

And never says a thing!” 


“Why, it’s Grum Chum the frog!” 
cried. Stuffins, delighted in meeting 
“someone he knew. 

The frog puffed up, and, with un- 
blinking eyes, stared at the puppy. 

Stuffins politely said, “I’m looking 
for a little friend of mine. He’s built 
sort of round, and has white’and brown 
fur. Have-you seen him, Grum Chum?” 

Grum Chum quickly answered, 


“Grum Chum, Grum Chum, 
Grum Chum. 

This way he didn’t come. ' 

There’s nothing | don’t see, 

Unless asleep‘! be.” 


Suddenly, .in true puppy fashion, 
« Stuffins took a clumsy hop, and landed 
in a heap... . almost on top of the 
® astonished frog! ‘See!’ Stuffins yipped 
joyfully, “Il can play leap frog! Since 
| can’t find my: friend, maybe you'll 
play with me?” 
The little frog’s throat popped in and 
out, ’ 


' “Grum Chum, Grum Chum, 
_ How can you be so dumb? 
* One playful tap from you, 
I'd end up frog's legs stew!” 
Grum Chum jumped high in the air, 


and landed on a rock in the center of 
the brook. r 

Stuffins ambled on. Suddenly, he 
yelped, “Ouch!” . . . and then again, 


"Ouch!" His paws seemed to be full. - 


of needles! Poor Stuffins tried to lift 
his paws up in the air... all at once! 
He finally sat down and looked at his 
feet. They were full of little stickers. 

Stuffins curled up in a forlorn little 
ball of matted fur. Suddenly, a voice 
chattered over his head, “Hi, Bub!” 
Stuffins glanced areund. 

“What’sa matter,” continued the high 
voice. ‘‘Can‘t you see in the daytime? 
Look up, Bub, look up! Things are 
looking up! You too, Bub, you too!” 

“Oh, hello,” sighed Stuffins, as he 
caught sight of a saucy red chipmunk 
perched in a tree above his head. 

“What'sa matter, Bub? You tired? 
I'd come down and see you, but you 
might play rough. You're pretty big for 
a little guy, Bub, and I’m kinda puny!” 
Chipchatter, for that was the chip- 
munk’s name, paused for breath. 

“You can come down!” moaned 
Stuffins. “I can’t move. I’ve got needles 
in my feet.” 

Chipchatter was a merry little fellow, 
and he hated to see anyone sad. He 
scampered down the tree trunk, and 
over to the puppy. “'I’ll fix you up, Bub. 
Those aren't needles! You're full of 
burrs! You must have walked through 
a patch of ‘em!" 


.Chipchatter had - marvelous little 
hands. He could pick the most delicate 
nutmeats out of the hardest shells. It ° 
didn’t take hirn long to relieve the 
suffering Stuffins of the nasty burrs. 

Stuffins scarcely had time to bark 
a happy “Thank you!” . . when a 
small dark shape came charging out 
of the underbrush. It was a chubby 
bear cub! He came running full speed 
at Stuffins, and banged into the 
startled puppy so hard that Stuffins 
spun around in a dizzy circle! 

Chipchatter dashed up on an old 
stump, and chattered loudly, “Stop it, 
Beefore Bear! ! ! Stop it! Why don’t you 
look before you leap?” 

. Young Beefore Bear stopped pound- 
ing the dazed. Stuffins, with his square 
paws, and blinked his shiny little eyes. 
“Didn't have to look!” he retorted. 
“Gould smell him, couldn’t I? .... He’s 


they? Guns shoot, they do! ! ! 

Before Chipchatter could answer 
him, Beefore Bear flew at Stuffins 
again. Beefore was always doing things 
. . .. before he thought or before he 
listened. 

Since Beefore wouldn't listen to him, 
Chipchatter jumped from the stump, 
and landed on thebear cub’s head! He 
grabbed Beefore’s tender ears, and 





pulled. “Let up! Let up! he squeaked 
loudly, as he tugged away. 

Beefore Bear hated having his ears 
pulled more than anything else in the 
whole world,so he quieted down. ... and 
patted his injured ears with his paws 

Chipchatter chirped, “If you had 
bothered to stop and find out, you 
would have seen he’s just a puppy! Be- 
sides, he’s not a hunting dog!” 

“Anyhow,” piped Stuffins, “Bobby 
loves all animals!” 

Beefore sat back on his plump 
haunches and'grinned. “| guess you're 
all right then,” he admitted. “Come 
and play hide and seek! You too, 
Chipchatter!” 

But Stuffins shook his head. Men- 
tioning Bobby had reminded him that 
his pal would soon be home from school 
“I've got to go and meet Bobby!” he 
barked. “But, I'll meet you tomorrow, 
and we can play all day!” 

Stuffins bid his new friends good- 
bye, and rushed home as fast as his 
stubby legs. could take. him. He has- 
tened through the farm yard, and 
reached the front gate, panting and 
tired. And then curled up on the grass 
to wait, for Bobby. 

Stuffins suddenly noticed a slight 
motion of the.grass. There, in front of 
his nose . . . . was the little brown and 
white animal he had chased into the 
woods! 

“Hello!” yipped Stuffins excitedly. 
“| was so happy about meeting Chip- 
chatter and Beefore Bear, that | almost 
forgot about you!” He reached to one 
side, and gently captured: the little 
creature with his paw. 

“I've got you!” he barked. “Now you 
must stay and play with me!” He 
bounced up to get a better look at his 
new playmate..... but... ....no play- 
mate!!! 

Stuffins looked all around; but noth- 
ing did he see, except the grinning face 
of old Pierre, the farm cat. “Pierre, 
which way did that little fellow go?” 
cried the puppy. 

“Haw Haw! Oh me! .Oh meeow!” 
laughed Pierre. “By my grey whiskers! 
Never saw anything sillier! Catch him, 
Stuffins! He's right behind you!” 


Stuffins. glanced back over his 
shoulder. Sure enough, there was his 
friend right in back of him! Stuffins 
barked “Hello!” . . and turned around 

But, no matter how fast Stuffins 
twisted, the mischievous little animal 
was faster! “Stop! ! Stop! ! yelped 
the puppy as he chased around faster 
and faster. BAM!!! !!.......“Now 
you did it!!! yelped Stuffins....as 
his bruised body went tumbling. He had 
run smack into a bird bath! 

When Stuffins, opened his eyes, 
everything seemed very foggy... . 
Through the fog, he saw _ Bobby’s 
freckled face and wide smile. “You 
poor little silly pup!’ murmured the 
boy, as he knelt down and hugged 
Stuffins. ‘What in the world.would you 
have done with it if you had caught 
it?” ...And, he showed Stuffins the 
object of his wild chase 

Stuffins sheepishly raised his eyes 
to Bobby’s face. .--and then looked 
foolishly at the amused cat... .for the 
friendly animal he had searched for all 
day, and was so anxious to meet... . 
Wes none other than his stubby little 
tails 





GOOD NIGHT, BILLY AND BONNY— 
AFTER YOU ARE ASLEEP, 
TLL COME IN AND. 

BLOW OUT THE 


IT'S A wy i 
BUTTERFLY ! ; ' 
; AND 
é J MUST DRY THEM BY 


Nour CANDLE! 


LET 
ME_COME IN, 
PLEASE ! 





AH, YES !-1T'S TOO BAD 


GOLLY | -YOUR WINGS 
CERTAINLY ARE NOU_HONEYBEES HAVE 
BEAUTIFUL ! 3 SUCH SHORT, Mee 


UGLY 2 -8UT- BUT ~| NEVER THELESS, I SAY. 
OUR WINGS ARE MADE \ THEY ARE UGLY AND A‘ 
FOR SWIFT FLIGHT, NOT 

FOR BEAUTY AND — 


BECAUSE WE AREN'T 
BUTTERFLIES, THAT'S. 
NOW GO TO. 





WHY CAN'T WE 

HAVE PRETTY WINGS 

LIKE THE BUTTERFLIES ( WHY !- 
HAVE < 


OUR. WINGS. 
NOT PRETTY AT ALL 





e Buty BEE WAS UGLY Wines" 


~BILLY BEE HAS UGLY WINGS 


(SNIFF /)—1 HATE NN T AM THE WOODLAND FAIRY QUEEN! 
WINGS! WHY ARE YOU SO SAD, 


4 { UTTLE HONEYBEE ? 


AWWWS-TM SAD BECAUSE © DON'T VERY WELL, T SHALL GIVE YOU 
HAVE BEAUTIFUL WINGS BUTTERFLY WINGS ! 
LIKE A BUTTERFLY ! 





TILL BONNY 
SEES ME ! / 


TM FLYING MUCH 
TOO HIGH 





T MUST FLY TO. 
THE HIVE AND SHOW 
EVERYONE | 


DOWN $< 1 CAN /. 
ONLY GO UP 
HIGHER, AND 


6-GOLLY | -LOOK AT THAT != 
THAT'S THE EAS TH DOWN 





TM ALMOST To, 
THE MOow! 


THERE- OH~! THIS IS AWFUL! 




















WHAT ON EARTH 
IS THE MATTER ¢ 


BONNY, T LOVE MY WINGS))(1 
THEY ARE THE MOST 7 W 
BEAUTIFUL WINGS 

IN THE. WORLD? 





CONTINUED FROM INSIDE FRONT COVER 
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CHIP - CHIP! 











HOW 


(BEAUTIFUL! 
a 
fa 


76m 
She took the OS 


children up out of their burrow into 
the sunshine and they had their first 


glimpaes one ie Moncegt ang. The baby chipmunks frolicked and flipped 
about having a fine time all day long. 










WONDER WHAT IT'S 
LiKE OUTSIDE NOW 2 
ANO WHY CAN'T I STAY 
OUT ANDO PLAY? Of / 
CHIP-R-R-R! 
g CHIP-R-R-R! 


% S eS 
Chippie dashed back warning the others 
to run for the secret doorway. Nearer 
and nearer came the weasel, lean and 

hungry - 








ben ee Shipgunes: ad returned ae) 
ir burrows, Chippie's paren: raise 
Suddenly 3 fierce cry rose through the him for his courage’ But Ga Chippie 
night's stillness as an owl swooped down. knew that it was his curiosity that had 
She weasel would prow! no more . kept them all safe. 


According to scientists who have proven 
the globe to be round, millions of 
children every day read this magazine 
standing upside down. 


Anyone finding a magazine interesting 
enough reading month after month in 
this uncomfortable position should find 
it worthwhile subscribing to. If nothing 
else, it will save additional discomfort 





of having to go out each time to get it. 
It also saves money. 


If yours is a REGULAR SUB- 
SCRIPTION and 

not a birthday 

gift, fill out left aie 
side of coupon Eereeda. 
and leave right blank 
side blank. 
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